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looking backward 


by TumblingBackpacks 


Summary 


Friendship had never been an easy thing for Severus to grasp. 


In which Severus finds himself back in his Fifth Year and reflects on the friendships that led 
to that point. A conversation-turned-argument with Lily does not achieve anything. 


backpacks's whumptober 2023 
No. 2: “They don't care about you.” 


second chance(s) scorned 
Severus Snape gets a second chance. He's not really interested in taking it. 


Notes 


See the end of the work for notes 


It takes a moment to recognize that he is no longer dying. 
It takes longer to recognize his surroundings: the Slytherin dormitories. 


He stands — stumbles on the attempt, but successfully makes it to his feet nonetheless — and it 
is immediately clear that he is shorter. His neck is undamaged, though the memories of 
Nagini and her fangs are particularly vivid still. His trunk from his school days — scratched 
and dented and worn — is sitting at the foot of his bed where he’d always placed it before he 
would begin to unpack his necessary belongings; otherwise, it would remain stuffed 
underneath his bed and out of sight. 


Most pressing about his situation are the implications of where he is and what this may mean. 
As preposterous as the concept of his older consciousness landing in his younger body is, it 
would be safer to operate under the assumption that this is, indeed, real. If it is a 
hallucination, then he would face those consequences when he woke up (or properly died, 
whichever came first). 


Severus takes to walking around the castle, reflecting on when he was. 


He could make a guess at the time of year by noting his trunk had been out in the open. He 
would only have had it out if he was packing or unpacking, and he did not go home for the 
holidays, so it must be near the start or end of the school year. It was hardly warm enough for 
June, so it was likely the first week of September. He has to make a few more assumptions 
based on the state of his possessions and his current appearance, but it doesn’t take too long. 


It is his Fifth Year, Severus realizes; the start of it, before he had foolishly gone into the 
Shrieking Shack in January, before he had lashed out at Lily in May, before he had 
irrevocably torn apart their friendship by drawing a line, and it had been with his 
housemates. 


Still, they hadn’t exactly been best friends at this point. They were still friends, of course, but 
looking back, he should have seen the writing on the wall sooner. They spent far less time 
with each other, and when they did, it almost always devolved into an argument to some 
effect of ‘your housemates are evil and you are overreacting about Potter’. 


Then, he had been so starved for any sort of semi-positive interaction that he’d clung on 
desperately, ignoring that she hadn’t been a very good friend to him. Though, in all fairness, 
he hadn’t been a very good friend to her either. 


Friendship had never been an easy thing for Severus to grasp. 


It had begun with Lily, because she had latched onto him, wanting to know more about 
magic. Then, he had stuck with her because she was kind and he had enjoyed her company, 
though they had begun to drift apart over their years at Hogwarts before he had snapped the 
remains of what was once a friendship for good. 


He could also, perhaps, consider Lucius as a friend, though he suspected that was a one-way 
ordeal. Lucius had certainly been friendlier than others in Slytherin, especially among the 
upper years, and most definitely compared to his dormmates, but Severus had the feeling he 
was more of a charity case for Lucius to show off. It had bothered him, but not enough to 
refuse the gifts of textbooks and clothing that he’d offered; Severus hardly had the luxury to 
afford them himself. 


Lucius had remained friendly over the years, even if that had led Severus into the service of a 
madman that he was quick to regret, though not as quick to recant. Though, Severus had 
made a point to be as kind — or kind as he was able, given the circumstances — to Lucius in 
the years following the Dark Lord’s return and the fall of the Malfoy family, even if all it had 
amounted to was vowing to protect his son when Narcissa had showed up at his doorstep. 


Albus and Minerva may have fallen into those categories as well, but only tangentially. 


Albus had always held a position of power over him, and while the headmaster held a level of 
Severus’s trust and respect, that did not create camaraderie. It did, however, lead to a more 
acute sense of guilt and loss than Severus had expected after murdering the only man who 
would have understood his actions. 


Minerva had been wary of him at the start, but they had developed something of a rivalry- 
turned-companionship over the years, one he hadn’t noticed or appreciated until it had been 
ripped away, and he was left as the acting headmaster, facing her disappointment and hatred 
on the daily. 


Severus had many regrets, but now that he’s looking backward at what he will face ahead, he 
is filled with — not hope, but dread. He does not know if he can make a meaningful difference 
to change anything at all. He doesn’t know if what he has done has made any difference in 
what he had spent so many years fighting for. 


(Sometimes, he doesn’t remember what he had been fighting for. Redemption? Forgiveness? 
Acceptance?) 


(Perhaps it was the memory of a better past pushing him to fight for a better future; though, 
currently residing in that supposedly ‘better past’ is giving him second thoughts.) 


Severus is pulled out of his head when he runs into Lily, sending them both stumbling as he 
tries to regain his bearings. He’d imagined the first thing that he would say to Lily upon 
seeing her again would be ‘/’m sorry,’ but this is not the Lily he had wronged so grievously. 
If he had the timeline correct, she was fifteen, and she — they — would be turning sixteen in 
January. 


Still, he says, “I’m sorry,” as though she would understand the meaning behind it. 
I’m sorry for hurting you. 
I’m sorry for being the reason you died. 


I’m sorry— 


(But she doesn’t, of course. She can’t. He cannot expect her to, either.) 
“It’s fine,” she says. “I didn’t see you either; turned the corner a bit too quick.” 
Red hair, green eyes, youthful face — god, she had been so young, hadn’t she? 


Looking back, twenty-one barely felt like anything at all; barely past graduation, hardly an 
adult, yet she had never made it past that age. 


(His fault.) 
When Severus doesn’t reply, she adds, “What are you doing out here anyway, Sev?” 
“T could ask you the same,” he counters. 


Lily huffs, but her expression shifts into something lighter as she taps the badge on her chest. 
“Prefect. Just got the First Years settled in and wanted some air. Library?” 


“Of course,” he says, and lets her lead him there. 


There was no need to catch up over what they had done over the summer — even if they 
hadn’t been regularly meeting during that time, the topic of his household was full of 
landmines — so the conversation shifted to Lily’s experience with the new crop of First Years. 


Oh, how polite this one had been, or how excitable that one was. You know, they’re so small, 
Sev, do you think we were ever that small? I can t believe it. 


Severus knows he would not have had the patience to be a prefect; he hardly had any as 
Slytherin’s Head of House. Still, he nods to her tales and wonders if this was an afterlife 
meant to torment him, because surely, a hallucination would be kinder? 


It doesn’t take long to reach the table they had unofficially dubbed ‘Their Spot’ back in First 
Year, but once they sit down, Lily is diverting the conversation back to him; and, as it usually 
does, it leads back to his housemates in some manner. 


Worthless dormmates they had been as well: treating him as lesser for his blood, then 
hostility when he began to rise in the ranks of Voldemort’s favor, all while acting as though 
they could judge his friendship with Lily, as through they had a right to judge him for who he 
associated with. 


Though, really, it had gone both ways. Lily despised his housemates, and he could understand 
her feelings, but could not concede to her demands out of his desire to remain cordial with 
the people he needed to live with, lest he become a target. It was just as well, as his 
dormmates hated her and constantly questioned his ‘further sullying himself with an 
association with a mudblood when his breeding is poor as it is’, though Severus hadn’t 
conceded to them either. 


(In the end, it seemed the only thing he had conceded to was his own foolishness.) 


“T’m just saying,” Lily begins, “it would be a lot easier to meet more often if you stopped 
hanging about those guys,”—those guys being Severus’s dormmates—“I mean, have you 
heard what they’ve been doing?” 


“T live with them, Lily,” Severus says, as he had so many times before. “It’s not that simple.” 
(Said: Its not that simple.) 


(Read: If I push too far, my dormmates would kill me, and Slughorn wouldn t care. Hell, 
Dumbledore might even help cover it up.) 


(Realized: No, actually, Dumbledore-of-1975 would cover it up. He certainly had no issue 
doing so when it had involved Sirius Black.) 


Lily lets out a frustrated huff. “I just don’t like them. It’s not like they like me either.” 


Even all these years later, he remembers these arguments: cyclical and reductive. He and Lily 
were never able to reach an agreement, and they would always, always end up storming away 
from each other, upset, until the next time they spoke, where they acted as if it had never 
happened at all. But the tension had never been resolved, so arguments only got worse with 
time until he had said what she would not forgive. 


“They don’t like me either,” Severus says. 
“Then why do you even spend time with them?” 


She’s getting angry now, and had Severus been fifteen and defensive, he would be as well. As 
it stands, war has a way of sapping all his energy. Merlin, he thought that his death would 
bring some semblance of peace. 


“To keep the peace,” he says. “Because the only way to survive in that House is to get on 
with them.” 


On and on it goes. 


She tells him to go to Slughorn to Dumbledore, as if either of them would care, much less 
actually do something about it, and he tells her as much. He can’t seem to get her to see his 
perspective, and she ends up questioning why he even bothers to defend them. 


“It’s not like I enjoy their company when they think so little of me for my blood,” he says, 
just to hammer in the parallel. 


Yes, he knows that they despise her for being a muggleborn, but they also deride him for 
being a halfblood. He couldn’t afford to speak against them when the only people he had 
considered friends at this time were in a different House or had already graduated. 


(It’s not defending, but it’s not the straightforward answer she wants. He can’t give her that 
answer, not truthfully, at least.) 


“Then stop!” Lily finally snaps, patience worn to nonexistence. “They don’t care about you! 
Can’t you see that?” 


They don t care about you. 

The irony is palpable. 

Severus lets out a laugh; short, sharp, and bitter. 
“Funny, that’s exactly what they said about you.” 


Lily recoils, looking at him as though he’s a stranger, a monster. He can almost see what 
she’s thinking, even without legilimency: you re taking their side? 


Which isn’t it at all; he would always side with her over them, but that doesn’t mean he 
would always agree with her. 


She waits a moment, expectant and disbelieving — like she’s waiting for him to recant his 
words, tell her he doesn’t mean it, that he’s sorry — but he is no longer fifteen and pathetically 
desperate. Severus is thirty-eight and so very tired. 


And Lily — Lily is a teenager who he could not make understand when he was still her age; 
now, that gap is even larger, more impossible to bridge. She cannot understand, and he is not 
in a position where he wants to even attempt explaining what had changed. 


Lily doesn’t find what she’s looking for in his expression, and with a shake of her head, lips 
pressed together in a tight line, she turns away; a silent departure. Severus doesn’t move to 
follow or stop her, just watches and waits and stays. 


He should feel guilty, shouldn’t he? 

He’s spent decades feeling that way, being eaten up by remorse and regret; but now— 
—the only feeling that remains 1s disbelief. 

He had expected to feel something else: anger, perhaps, or a sense of injustice. 


Instead, Severus wonders what it was all for: years and years and years have been wasted, he 
feels, thrown towards a cause that had thrown him out just as easily; one that, in truth, had 
not fully accepted him in the first place. Yet, he had given his life for it, spent over half his 
life spying, only garnering hatred and a brutal death for his efforts. Did it mean anything in 
the end? Did Potter succeed in defeating the Dark Lord? 


Severus would never know. 
Maybe it was all for nothing. 


Maybe he shouldn’t have tried at all. 


End Notes 


Lily is a teenager who doesn't have the scope to understand what Severus hasn't explained 
(which isn't her fault, she's doing her best), and Severus doesn't have the emotional range to 
deal with literally any of his feelings at all (bc of occlumency being used as a crutch to just 
not think about it) - so a productive conversation was never going to happen between them :( 


UP NEXT: invariable (Severus& Lily&Sirius&James) 


Please drop by the Archive and comment to let the creator know if you enjoyed their work! 


